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FOREWORD 

IN  the  following  poems  the  reader  will  find  a  true 
reflection  of  the  personality  of  their  author.     In 
the  serious  themes,  his  comprehensive  knowledge 
of  the  fundamental  truths  of  life  conjoined  with  his 
simple  trust  in  God's  providence,  and  in  the  lighter 
poems,  his  happy  disposition  and  sense  of  humor. 

Mr.  Matheson's  life  was  a  success  in  the  fullest 
sense;  not  a  life  devoted  to  material  gain,  but  a  life  of 
ever-ripening  charity  toward  the  neighbor, — a  bringing 
down  of  heaven  into  everyday  life, — which  is  the  truest 
love  to  the  Lord. 

His  devotion  to  the  New  Church  and  its  interests  is 
well  indicated  by  his  numerous  references  to  it  in  these 
pages,  and  his  scholarly  grasp  of  the  new  Truth  it  ex- 
pounded was  a  source  of  pleasure  to  himself  and  profit 
to  others. 

This  interest  and  mental  activity  continued  up  to  the 
very  day  he  passed  into  the  higher  life,  as  he  himself 
would  say,  "Eighty-two  years  young."  G.  C.  C. 


LONGING  FOR  BOYHOOD  DAYS 

I  know  not  why  it  should  be, 

But  still  it  is  there  I  know, 
That  ardent  desire  to  visit 

The  scenes  of  long  ago. 

It  comes  in  the  rush  of  business, 

In  the  quiet  of  evening  rest, 
I  long  for  the  home  of  my  childhood, 

Like  a  tired  bird  for  its  nest. 

I  am  weary  of  life's  burdens, 

Its  care,  its  sorrow,  its  sin, 
I  would  fain  lie  down  for  a  moment, 

And  close  my  ears  to  its  din. 

The  world  is  a  noble  workshop, 

Where  the  gold  is  refined  from  the  dross, 

But  the  struggle  is  long  and  arduous, 
And  I'd  rest  for  a  time  from  its  cross. 

How  swiftly  rolls  the  stream  of  time, 

To  those  that  backward  look, 
The  far  off  days  to  them  appear 

Like  a  tale  from  some  old  book. 

A  retrospect  I  take  tonight, 

Far  up  on  the  stream  of  time, 
The  echoes  that  faintly  reach  the  ear, 

Are  like  those  of  a  distant  chime. 

But  all  the  echoes  are  those  of  love, 

And  harmony  and  peace, 
For  long  since  all  discordant  notes 

Have  been  made  by  love  to  cease. 
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But  should  I  so  revisit, 

The  spot  to  memory  dear, 
Would  not  Time's  brush  have  blurred, 

The  scenes  I  see  so  clear. 

And  should  I  tread  the  olden  paths, 

And  sit  by  the  old  hearthstone, 
No  familiar  face  would  greet  me  there, 

I  would  walk  and  sit  alone. 

How  few  of  all  my  playmates  then, 

Are  left  in  Simcoe  now, 
How  deeply  Time  hath  set  his  seal 

Upon  the  furrowed  brow. 

God's  acre  of  old  Woodhouse  guards 

The  ashes  of  my  dead, 
The  grass  grows  green  above  their  graves, 

Their  souls  to  bliss  have  sped. 

The  Lynn  flows  gently  as  of  yore, 
Through  forest  and  through  field, 

The  maples  at  the  frost  king's  touch, 
Their  rainbow  colors  yield. 

But  vanished  is  the  racecourse  where, 

Like  unshod  colts  we  played, 
And  Walsh's  wood  is  but  a  myth, 

Where  often  we  have  strayed. 

Where  stood  the  school-house  rude  and  bare, 

A  palace  rears  its  head, 
The  master  whom  we  all  revered, 

Is  numbered  with  the  dead. 

As  water  spilled  upon  the  ground, 
Are  childhood's  smiles  and  tears, 

No  magic  wand  can  conjure  back, 
Its  wealth  of  hopes  and  fears. 

So  many  memories  mingle, 

Their  sweet  or  sad  refrain, 
I'm  loath  to  make  the  journey, 

To  my  boyhood's  home  again. 
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Perhaps  it  were  as  well  to  keep, 
Undimmed  within  my  heart, 

The  bright  illusions  of  my  youth, 
Till  memory  depart. 

Not  on  this  earth,  in  space  and  time, 
Can  we  youth's  Eden  find, 

Transported  to  an  inner  realm, 
It  lives  but  in  the  mind. 

There  let  it  live  serenely  fair, 

Forever  and  a  day, 
Till  we  too  from  this  sphere  depart, 

To  dwell  in  it  alway. 
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TO  THE  RIVER  LYNN,  NEAR 
SIMCOE,  ONTARIO 

Far,  far  removed  in  time  and  space 

Flows  on  a  little  stream, 
With  never  ceasing  onward  tide, 

The  river  of  my  dream. 

For  there  in  boyhood's  happy  days 

To  stray  was  my  delight, 
And  still  beside  its  banks  I  stand 

In  visions  of  the  night. 

With  curved  pin  I've  caught  the  fish 

That  in  its  waters  glide, 
And  on  its  banks  have  gathered  fruits 

Ripened  in  autumn  tide. 

The  scenes  that  rise  at  memory's  call 

Infesting  cares  allay, 
As  at  the  sweep  of  David's  harp, 

Saul's  demon  fled  away. 

Sweet  Lynn,  if  thou  could'st  only  speak 
What  thrilling  tales  were  thine, 

Of  days  long  passed  when  red  men  roamed 
Amid  thy  woods  of  pine. 

Thy  waters  oft  have  mirrored  forth 

The  painted  warrior's  bark, 
And  borne  him  on  to  Erie's  shores — 

A  panther  in  the  dark. 

Thy  vales  that  know  so  peaceful  rest 

Echoed  the  savage  yell — 
The  wild  beast  and  the  wilder  man 

Made  paradise  a  hell. 

With  rifle,  axe  and  bible  joined, 
The  conquering  paleface  came, 

The  Indian  and  the  wild  wolf  passed — 
All  nature  now  is  tame. 
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Through  fertile  farms  and  meadows  green, 
Thou  carv'st  thy  winding  way, 

And  from  thy  teeming  bosom  pour'st 
A  blessing  night  and  day. 

Fit  emblem  of  that  mystic  stream 

Of  life  from  God  above, 
Bearing  to  every  human  heart 

Its  precious  freight  of  love. 

Oh,  may  my  course  like  thine  lead  on 

Unresting  to  the  sea 
Until  my  bark  is  launched  upon 

A  blessed  eternity. 

As  long  as  life  within  me  burns 

So  long  shall  it  remain 
The  gleam  of  an  Arcadian  dream 

Upon  life's  stormy  main. 
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ON  GLENCOE,  ILLINOIS 

Pray,  with  me  leave  on  poet's  steed 
The  busy  Babel's  rush  and  greed ; 
Leave  dust  and  dirt  and  smoke  behind, 
Leave  toil  of  body,  strain  of  mind ; 
On  iron  horse  with  wings  of  steam 
Cross  level  plain  and  prairie  stream, 
Until  the  rolling  heights  we  gain 
That  lend  a  charm  to  Glencoe's  name. 
Sweet  Glencoe,  lovely  spot  of  earth, 
Bring  nothing  here  but  joy  and  mirth. 
Here  wood  and  plain  and  running  stream; 
Here  garden   fair,  and  deep  ravine; 
Blue  sky,  soft  wind  and  starry  glow, 
Show  God  above  and  God  below. 

Man's  weak  and  puny  efforts  seem 
To  fade  and  vanish  like  a  dream, 
When  with  his  highest  we  compare 
The  onward  march  of  beauties  rare 
That  Nature  with  such  lavish  hand 
Has  scattered  o'er  our  favored  land. 
The  miracles  in  one  ravine 
That  by  inquiring  eyes  are  seen, 
Are  proof   enough  that  God  exists, 
And  clear  the  heart  of  skeptic  mists. 

From  lofty  bank  our  inland  sea 

We  view  with  deep  solemnity; 

Thoughts  deep,   sublime,  awake  the  soul ; 

Who  makes  thy  waters  endless  roll, 

A  drop  within  His  hallowed  hand 

An  ocean  far  within  the  land ! 

'Mid  scenes  like  these  we  closer  cling 

To  what  we  feel  is  nature's  King, 

And,  nothing  doubting,  fling  away 

The  flimsy  forms  of  earth,  and  pray 

For  union  with  the  Lord  of  all, 

On  Whom,  with  faith,  we  humbly  call. 
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For  ages  wrought  the  great  First  Cause 

By  evolution's  wondrous  laws, 

To  bring  this  beauteous  spot  to  birth, 

And  render  it  a  queen  of  earth. 

The  lightning's  flash,  the  thunder  roar, 

The  billowy  breakers   on  the   shore, 

Electric,  chemic,  cosmic   force, 

All  these  and  more  have  run  their  course 

To  fit  it  for  the  abode  of  man, 

And  thus  achieve  the  eternal  plan! 

Here  grow  primeval  forests  old, 

Here  builders  reared  their  mounds  of  mold, 

Here  roamed  the  red  man  of  the  wood, 

And  here  the  white  man's  cabin  stood ! 

From  every  land,  from  every  clime, 
To  build  our  village,  men  combine, 
Her  pilgrim  stock  New  England  sends, 
Her  merry  exiles  England  lends ; 
Canada  from  northern  shores 
Her  hardy  sons  in  number  pours ; 
German  and  Swede  and  Scot  and  Celt, 
Each  makes  his  nation's  influence  felt. 
May  one  and  all  their  hands  unite 
To  make  this  place  the  home  of  light. 

Here  veterans  from  their  labor  rest, 
The  sunny  dove  hath  found  a  nest 
Within  the  cannon's  murd'rous  mouth; 
Peace  reigns  secure  o'er  North  and  South. 
No  more  are  blood  and  treasure  poured ; 
High  hangs  the  Howard's  valorous  sword, 
And  Sieber,  Culver,  Scott,  no  more 
Rush  at  the  cannon's  opening  roar! 

Their  domes  two  temples  heavenward  raise 
To  lead  man  forth  from  earthly  maze ; 
This  shows  the  mind  the  upward  road, 
That  guides  the  guilty  soul  to  God ; 
This  opens  Nature's  wondrous  law, 
That  fills  the  heart  with  love  and  awe ; 
While  Glencoe  boasts  such  temples  twain 
Her  builders  shall  not  built  in  vain ! 
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The  Magna  Charta  of  our  town 
Puts  alcohol  forever  down, 
Forbids  the  stream  of  death  to  flow, 
Forbids  the  fires  of  hell  to  glow, 
Removes  temptation  from  the  slave 
And  rescues  him  from  drunkard's  grave. 
Our  founders  laid  the  corner-stone ; 
Guard  well  the  sacred  work  they've  done, 
As  stars  in  firmament  shall  shine 
The  men  who  wrought  this  deed  divine, 
Emblazoned  high  on  Fame's  bright  scroll, 
Their  names  shall  last  while  time  shall  roll. 

Well  hath  the  master  poet  said: 

In  running  brooks  can  books  be  read. 

Sermons  from  stones  can  be  educed, 

And  Nature's  prisoned  soul  be  loosed; 

And  here  and  now  we  have  this  boon. 

O  men  of  Glencoe,  open  soon 

Your  hearts  and  minds  to  your  high  call, 

And  pierce  through  Nature's  outward  wall' 

Stand  stauncher  by  the  Master's  side, 

Cling  closer  to  the  crucified ; 

In  all  your  ways  be  manly  men, 

Let  worth  be  health  and  wealth,  and  when 

Our  vineyard's  Lord  shall  call  us  hence, 

We'll  don  the  robe  without  offense. 
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BLUE    MOUND,    NEAR    KILBOURN, 
WIS. 

Blue  Mound,  thou  risest  from  the  plain  alone, 
All  silently  with  glorious  verdure  crowned, 
Veiled  with  a  dim  blue  haze  when  viewed  afar ; 
But  under  Autumn's  deft  artistic  touch 
With  rainbow  wreaths  of  color  all  ablaze ; 
Mysterious  mound,  who  set  thee  down  apart 
From  all  thy  brother  sons  of  Anak  here, 
Like  Israel  among  the  nations  marked? 
How  many  mighty  cycles  time  hath  wrought 
Since  first  thy  rock  ribbed  sides  were  deeply  laid 
To  stand  a  monument  to  high  heaven ! 
How  many  races  of  the  sons  of  men 
Have  roamed  thy  sides  in  quest  of  food  or  foe? 
How  many  creatures  fierce  and  tame  have  made 
Their  lair  in  thy  recesses  dark  and  dim? 
Here  monarchs  of  the  wood,  whose  gallant  masts 
Bear  vessels  o'er  the  ocean's  stormy  breast 
Have  struggled  to  the  light  of  upper  air. 
From  thy  majestic  heights  and  fortressed  ends 
The  eye  roams  free  and  bold  o'er  vast  domains, 
And  peaceful  here  lie  farm  and  forest  glade. 
Blue  rise  the  hills  that  fret  Wisconsin's  banks 
And  keep  it  bound  in  its  Promethean  chains, 
Its  waters  gleaming  like  a  crystal  flood, 
Within  the  range  of  sight  Wisconsin's  Dells 
Reveal  their  wonders  to  the  reverent  gaze. 
Happy  the  dweller  in  thy  hospice  high, 
Afar  from  all  the  city's  din  and  strife ; 
Here  one  can  in  eternal  sunlight  bask. 
God's  sunlight  streams  with  healing  on  its  wings, 
The  breeze,  like  gentlest  aura  bathes  the  brow, 
And  one  drinks  deep  of  heaven's  purest  draught 
For  nerve  restoring  rest  and  peace  of  mind, 
For  quiet  retreat  in  Nature's  choicest  bower 
Commend  me  to  thy  hospitable  home, 
Here  will  I  rest  and  while  the  hours  away, 
And  gain  the  health  to  nerve  me  for  the  fray. 
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THE     NIGHT-BLOOMING     CEREUS 

'Tis  the  smile  of  some  sweet  spirit 

That  beams  upon  the  night ; 
From  the  dry  and  withered  cactus 

Comes  a  vision  of  delight. 

Thy  petal's  gleaming  whiteness  hath 

A  radiance  not  of  earth, 
And  all  thy  glorious  fashioning 

Elsewhere  hath  had  its  birth. 

Thy  cup  so  curiously  inwrought 

No  prentice  hand  hath  made, 
Too  pure  for  garish  light  of  day 

Thou'rt  born  to  live  in  shade. 

As  cherubim  at  Eden's  gate 

Kept  guard  with  flashing  brand, 

A  countless  host,  all  helmed  in  gold, 
Thy  sentinel  stamens  stand. 

For  one  short  hour  they  guard  Love's  bower, 

High  set  in  central  place, 
Then  laurel-crowned,  they  enter  in 

As  victors  in  the  race. 

Though  brief  the  life  that  lasts  the  night 

And  passes  with  the  day, 
It  points  to  brighter  realms  above 

Where  blooms  ne'er  fade  away ; 

And  where  behind  the  veil  we  may 

Send  forth  to  friends  below, 
Some  bright  expression  of  our  love 

With  beauty  all  aglow. 
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FRIENDSHIP 

There's  no  friend  like  an  old  friend 
Whose  hand  goes  from  his  heart, 

There's  no  friend  like  an  old  friend 
Whom  death  alone  can  part. 

Upon  the  altar  of  his  heart 

Arise  like  sweet  perfume, 
The  memories  of  auld  lang  syne, 

Like  clover  cut  in  bloom. 

As  water's  magic  touch  revives 
The  hidden  life  of  mummied  grain, 

So  bygone  scenes  at  friendship's  grasp 
Arise  from  memory's  tomb  again. 

Across  the  memory's  mystic  sea, 

Like  white  winged  barks  they  come  and  go, 
Until  they  mirror  forth  the  past, 

A  burning  bush  with  love  aglow. 

Old  friend,  in  thee  I  dimly  see 

Some  image  of  our  common  Friend, 

Whose  love  divine  with  thine  and  mine, 
In  sweetest  unison  shall  blend. 

My  song  shall  end  as  I  began, 

As  I  began  my  song  shall  end ; 
Of  all  the  gifts  of  heaven  to  man 

The  richest  is  an  old  time  friend. 
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LOOK 

Look  down, — and  see  thine  own  self-love  that  as  a 

serpent  coileth, 
Look  in, — and  see  that  work  of  grace  at  which  thy 

Saviour  toileth, 

Look  back, — and  see  the  spiral  path  up  which  thy  God 

hath  led  thee, 
Look  back, — and  see  the  manna  fields  from  which  thy 

God  hath  fed  thee, 

Look  'round, — and  see  one  race  of  man  evolve  from 

many  races, 
Look  'round, — and  see  all  things  but  Christ's  shaken 

to  their  bases, 

Look  up, — and  see  the  countless  host  who  do  what 

Jesus  loveth, 
Look  up, — and  see  that  grand  event  toward  which 

creation  moveth, 

Look  out, — and  see  what  thou  canst  do  to  spread  the 

light  descending, 
Look  out, — and  see  thy  task  is  done  before  the  day  is 

ending. 
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THE  SPRINGTIME  FLOWERS  WILL 
BLOOM  AGAIN 

When  hope  runs  low,  and  riches  go, 

In  weal  or  woe,  with  friend  or  foe, 
We'll  cheer  us  with  the  simple  strain : 

"The  springtime  flowers  will  bloom  again." 

Though  fortune  scowl,  and  North  wind  howl, 
Though  tempest-tossed,  and  all  seems  lost, 

Our  hearts  will  sing  in  glad  refrain: 

"The  springtime  flowers  will  bloom  again." 

Though  cold  in  death,  and  stilled  the  breath, 
Though  from  the  grave  naught  else  we  save, 

'Twill  still  be  our  immortal  strain: 
"The  springtime  flowers  will  bloom  again." 

Though  death's  dark  stream  most  dread  may  seem; 

Beyond  its  banks  stand  myriad  ranks 
Of  angels  on  that  happy  shore 

Where  springtime  flowers  bloom  evermore. 
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GETHSEMANE 

To  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane 
The  sorrowing  Saviour  came, 

Close  followed  by  the  faithful  few 
Believing  on  his  name. 

"Pray  sit  ye  here,  beloved  flock, 

While  I  go  in  to  pray ; 
Let  Peter,  James  and  John,  alone, 

Attend  me  on  my  way." 

Amazement  seized  his   sorrowing  soul, 

And  heaviness  and  dread. 
"Here  tarry,  faithful  three,  and  pray 

While  I  go  still  ahead." 

Then  falling  on  the  ground  he  prayed 

His  cup  might  pass  away; 
But  ever  on  his  Father's  will 

His  steadfast  soul  did  stay. 

Alone  he  trod  the  grapes  of  wrath, 
With  garments  rolled  in  blood, 

Of  all  had  felt  his  gracious  aid 
Not  one  beside  him  stood. 

And,  lo,  from  heaven  an  angel  bright, 
To  strengthen  him  was  sent, 

For  in  his  mighty  agony 

Great  drops  of  blood  were  spent. 

But  soon  from  this  temptation  dire 
He  with  such  power  emerged, 

That  vainly  hell  with  all  its  fire 
Against  him  fiercely  surged. 

And  rising  up  from  prayer,  he  came 

To  where  his  followers  lay 
Deep  buried  in  a  troubled  sleep, 

And  unto  them  did  say : 
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"Oh  ye  of  little  faith,  why  sleep 
Ye  here,  rise  up  and  pray, 

Lest  in  temptation's  struggle  fierce, 
Ye  perish  in  the  fray." 

Thus  ever  are  the  tempter's  wiles 
Met  by  the  might  of  prayer, 

And  panoplied  in  strength  divine, 
We  strength  to  others  spare. 

\Yhen  death  and  hell  confront  us, 
With  all  their  powers  arrayed, 

Sublime,  from  prayer  to  cross  we  go 
And  face  it  undismayed. 
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PARADISE    LOST   AND    REGAINED 


PARADISE  LOST — PART  I. 

"No  room  in  the  inn !"    "No  room  in  the  inn !" 

Our  house  o'erflows  with  the  guests  of  sin ; 

The  temple  fit  for  God  to  dwell 

Is  become  the  vestibule  of  hell; 

For  every  unclean  bird  a  cage, 

A  foul  den  where  the  wild  beasts  rage, 

And  the  Lord  of  Life  must  lay  his  head 

Mid  the  lowing  kine  in  a  manger  bed. 

In  the  simple  trust  of  the  cattle  dumb 

Doth  the  loving  Christ  child  ever  come. 

For  the  prowling  fox  there  are  holes  enow 

And  the  birds  of  the  air  have  nests  on  each  bough. 

But  the  Son  of  Man  hath  never  a  bed 

In  the  human  heart  for  his  weary  head. 

Behold  he  stands  at  the  door  and  knocks, 

Wet  with  the  dews  of  the  night  are  his  locks. 

Broad  is  the  road  and  wide  the  gate 

Where  madly  rush  on  the  throng  to  their  fate, 

Narrow  and  straight  is  the  portal  of  life 

Where  enter  the  few  with  toil  and  strife. 
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PARADISE  REGAINED — PART  II. 

But  there's  hope  for  every  human  soul, 
The  bosom  of  God  is  its  destined  goal, 
And  the  sheathless  swords  of  his  cherubim 
Keep  watch  and  ward  o'er  the  Eden  within. 
As  Rome  was  not  built  in  a  single  day 
No  single  triumph  can  win  the  fray; 
Though  fiercer  the  evils  that  rise  to  affright, 
One  by  one  they  are  scattered  in  flight; 
Little  by  little  are  backward  driven 
The  foes  that  beset  our  path  to  heaven ; 
Inch  by  inch  is  our  Canaan  won, 
If  we  stand  and  rely  on  the  Lord  alone; 
If  we  only  stand  and  the  onset  endure, 
The  end  is  at  hand  and  triumph  is  sure, 
The  evil  will  weaker  and  weaker  grow 
And  good  from  the  Lord  in  their  place  inflow. 
Though  the  struggle  be  long  and  dire  within, 
The  Seed  of  the  Woman  shall  conquer  sin; 
Though  bruised  the  Hero's  descending  heel 
With  bruised  head  shall  the  serpent  reel. 
From  the  leopard  fierce  the  spots  shall  go, 
The  Ethiop's  skin  be  white  as  snow ; 
The  white-robed  throng  shall  stand  unstained 
And  Paradise  Lost  shall  be  Regained ! 
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SWEDENBORG 

Amid  the  holy  calm  of  Sabbath  hour 

Two  hundred  twenty-nine  years  ago, 
A  child  was  born  and  named  Emmanuel, 

For  his  good  father  with  a  prophet's  ken 
Declared  this  child  shall  be  "God  with  us" ; 

And  he  has  brought  the  Lord  nearer  to  our  hearts 
And  flooded  all  the  soul  with  streams  of  light, 

So  that  mankind  is  now  in  freer  thought, 
On  Wisdom's  gate  of  pearl  emblazoned  high 

Nunc  Licet  gleams  in  lettering  of  gold. 

His  childhood  days  were  rife  with  visitants 
Sent  forth  of  God  from  spheres  celestial. 

He  pondered  much  the  mysteries  of  faith, 
Wisdom  beyond  his  years  fell  from  his  lips, 

They  said  "he  has  conversed  with  angels." 

In  wisdom  and  in  stature  grew  this  child, 
And  his  capacious  intellect  drank  in 

All  knowledge  of  Nature's  kingdoms  three ; 
Rock,  plant,  and  animal  were  open  books. 

Next  man,  the  fruitage  of  all  Earth's  eons, 
Came  'neath  the  ardent  focus  of  his  thought, 

Apparent  now  his  real  end  has  become; 
In  his  Prodromus,  searching  for  the  soul, 

His  labors  take  on  point  and  pregnancy. 

But  here  a  wall  unscalable  confronts, 
To  pierce  the  veil  that  shrouds  the  spirit  world, 

To  bridge  the  chasm  twixt  seen  and  unseen, 
Transcendeth  all  the  powers  of  finite  mind, 

Unless  the  Lord  himself  reveal  the  key, 
In  Correspondence  opening  every  door. 

Now  come  the  years  of  double  consciousness 

Until  it  pleased  the  Lord  to  intromit  him 
Into  the  full  blaze  of  the  heavenly  sun, 

And  all  the  wonders  of  the  inner  realm 
Were  open  to  his  calm  and  reverent  gaze. 

Heaven  and  hell,  and  the  intermediate  world 
Where  first  are  garnered  all  the  souls  of  men, 

Were  visited  for  seven  and  twenty  years. 
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When  six  and  fifty  years  of  age,  acclaimed 

As  master  mind  in  all  philosophy, 
All  earthly  honors  sudden  he  resigned, 

So  that  he  might  obey  the  higher  call, 
And  thus  become  the  instrument  whereby 

The  Lord  His  second  coming  might  effect, 
And  this  within  the  letter  of  His  word, 

Dispersing  thence  the  clouds  that  long  withheld 
Its  inner  meaning,  till  the  time  was  full 

For  liberation  of  the  human  mind. 

From  God  and  out  of  heaven  he  saw  descend 

The  holy  city  New  Jerusalem, 
As  heavenly  doctrines  in  the  minds  of  men, 

That  whoso  walks  thereby  shall  enter  in 
To  all  the  joys  for  faithful  ones  prepared. 

The  consummation  of  the  age  had  come 

Foretold  to  his  disciples  by  the  Lord, 
When  man  with  men  he  trod  Judean  soil, 

When  faith  no  longer  shed  her  beacon  light, 
And  darkness  mantled  over  all  the  earth, 

And  gross  darkness  covered  all  the  people. 
At  this,  the  midnight  hour  arose  the  cry : 

"Behold,  the  bridegroom  cometh,  go  ye  in." 

Behind  the  veil,  permitted  of  the  Lord 

Wonders  in  heaven  were  witnessed  by  our  Seer, 
Apocalyptic  visions  were  displayed 

Whereby  a  final  judgment  was  performed, 
Scroll-like  vanished  imaginary  heavens, 

Captive  was  led  captivity,  the  souls 
That  groaned  beneath  the  altar  were  released. 

The  Lord  established  his  New  Heavens  and  Earth, 
And  Swedenborg  became  the  New  Age  Herald. 

No  human  being  e'er  had  humbler  heart, 

Emptied  of  self,  the  door  was  opened  wide, 
And  his  dear  Lord  entered  and  supped  with  him ; 

With  thankful  hearts  we  bless  His  holy  name 
Who  gave  to  man  this  human  instrument, 

Upon  the  empire  of  whose  fame  shall  set 
No  sun  of  time.     On  Honor's  long  array 

No  name  shall  stand  ahead  of  Swedenborg ! 
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THE  COMING  OF  THE 
NEW  CHURCH 

To  all  our  guests  forgathered  here  tonight, 
Most  cordial  welcome  do  we  tender  you, 
And  open  wide  with  love  our  hearts  and  homes. 
May  you  depart  each  to  his  home  again 
Uplifted  in  his  soul,  with  deeper  love 
To  spread  the  new  evangel  far  and  wide 
And  hasten  on  the  time  when  every  knee 
Shall  bow  and  every  tongue  confess  our  Lord, 
And  worship  Him  as  God  of  heaven  and  earth. 

Assembled  here  on  common  purpose  bent, 

The  golden  age  to  bring  to  earth  once  more, 

When  paradise  shall  be  restored  to  man, 

There  arises  to  my  view  the  vision  grand, 

In  the  Apocalypse  wherein  is  told 

How  comes  the  Crown  of  all  the  Churches  down. 

Behold,  in  heaven  a  mighty  sign  appears ! 

Clothed  with  the  Sun  of  love  a  woman  stands, 

The  silver  Moon  of  faith  beneath  her  feet, 

Her  gorgeous  diadem  twelve  blazing  stars, 

Type  of  her  knowledges  of  good  and  truth. 

With  painful  throes  her  man  child  is  brought  forth, 

Destined  to  rule  the  nations  of  the  earth 

With  rod  of  iron,  until  the  time  shall  come 

That  from  the  wilderness  she  can  emerge, 

And  from  a  few  the  church  increase  amain, 

Such  as  our  state  in  this  new  century's  dawn. 

Faithful  among  the  faithless  let  us  stand 

Until  the  clouds  that  now  obscure  the  light 

Shall  vanish  in  the  blaze  of  that  bright  day 

When  brilliant  as  the  sun  the  Moon  shall  shine, 

And  as  the  light  of  seven  days  the  Sun. 
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ON  AN   INCIDENT  AT  LA  PORTE, 
IND. 

At  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Illinois  State  Associa- 
tion of  the  church  of  the  New  Jerusalem,  on  Oct.  7th 
and  8th,  1898,  while  the  Rev.  T.  A.  King  was  speaking, 
the  sun  suddenly  shone  in  through  the  illuminated  win- 
dows, flooding  the  speaker  and  the  altar  with  its  light 
and  heat.  As  it  is  a  teaching  of  the  New  Church  that 
the  first  proceeding  or  emanation  from  the  Lord  is  the 
sun  of  the  spiritual  world,  whose  heat  is  essentially 
love,  and  whose  light  is  essentially  wisdom,  and  the 
sun  of  this  world  is  dead,  deriving  all  its  power  from 
the  spiritual  sun,  with  which  it  is  connected  by  corres- 
pondence as  the  body  is  connected  with  the  soul,  the 
incident  was  suggestively  correspondential. 

With  mind  illumed  by  truths  for  this  new  age, 
And  heart  enkindled  by  its  mystic  sun, 
Beside  the  altar  stands  the  man  of  God, 
Breaking  to  the  expectant  throng  the  bread 
That  cometh  down  to  every  hungering  soul. 
When  lo !  a  happy  angury  and  sign, 
The  Sun  of  earth  pours  forth  his  rays  of  gold, 
Flooding  with  light  the  priest  and  sacred  book, 
So  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  Lord  himself, 
Stood  by  approving  all  His  servant's  words. 

So  once  before  on  Patmos'  lonely  isle, 
Amidst  the  seven  candlesticks  of  gold, 
Arrayed  in  shining  raiment  to  the  foot, 
His  head  and  hair  white  as  the  driven  snow, 
In  his  outstretched  right  hand  the  seven  stars, 
And  sharp  two-edged  sword  from  out  his  mouth, 
Girt  with  a  band  of  gold  about  the  breast, 
With  love-lit  eyes  aflame  and  feet  that  burned 
As  fine  brass  in  the  furnace  of  His  zeal, 
And  voice  like  waters  multitudinous, 
As  though  earth's  cataracts  were  merged  in  one 
Tremendous,  overwhelming  burst  of  sound — 
Blessed  correspondence  of  His  boundless  love — 
As  Everlasting  Father  stood  the  Christ, 
Revealed  unto  his  loved  disciple  John. 
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GREETING  TO  REV.  T.  A.  KING 

(Of  Lakewood  and  Cleveland,  Ohio,  on  the  fiftieth 
anniversary  of  his  birth.) 

All  hail  the  natal  day,  dear  friend, 

That  marks  thy  fiftieth  year; 
If  all  whom  thou  hast  blessed  should  shout, 

How  grand  would  be  the  cheer. 

A  faithful  shepherd  hast  thou  been, 

And  from  the  word  of  God, 
The  treasures  of  the  inner  sense 

Thou  hast  proclaimed  abroad. 

Consumed  by  love  of  saving  souls, 

By  boundless  zeal  upheld, 
To  labor  far  beyond  thy  strength, 

Thou  feel'st  thyself  impelled. 

To  every  son  of  woman  born 
Glad  tidings  would'st  thou  bring, 

Till  all  mankind  within  God's  fold, 
A  ransomed  host  would  sing. 

I  wish  thee  from  my  inmost  heart 

A  length  of  happy  days, 
Until  the  Master  calls  thee  hence, 

In  heaven  to  sound  his  praise. 

Within  the  New  Jerusalem, 

The  pearly  gates  within, 
Forever  may  thy  feet  abide, 

Freed  from  the  power  of  sin. 
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HER  BELL  PLEADED  FOR  JUSTICE 

At  Detroit  on  Feb.  21,  1894,  clad  in  a  calico  garment, 
with  a  faded  shawl  wrapped  about  her  head,  Mrs.  Eliza 
Snook,  a  poor  widow,  took  her  stand  directly  in  front 
of  the  City  Hall  with  a  large  bell,  which  she  rang 
incessantly.  At  the  same  time  she  displayed  a  large 
placard  to  the  effect  that  a  local  justice  of  the  peace 
had  by  a  brutalized  process  taken  her  sewing  machine, 
her  only  support,  from  her,  and  returned  it  to  the 
company  from  whom  she  had  purchased,  and  on  which 
but  $1.25  remained  due.  All  day  long  she  rang  the 
bell  and  in  loud  tones  demanded  that  the  amount  she 
had  paid  on  the  machine,  $39.50,  be  returned  to  her. 
At  dusk  she  went  home,  but  promised  she  would 
return  in  the  morning  and  continue  the  ding-dong  until 
she  received  the  machine  or  her  money. 

Aye,  ring  the  bell  until  its  tones 

Reverberate  throughout  the  land, 
'Till  justice,  now  a  sleeping  lion, 

Awakes  with  aspect,  awful,  grand. 

Ring  on,  and  plead  the  widow's  cause, 

Thin  clad  against  the  biting  frost, 
Until,  the  public  conscience  roused, 

Justice  is  done  at  any  cost. 

When  once  the  bells  of  protest  loud, 
Ring  out  for  millions  now  oppressed, 

That  were  a  diapason  loud 

To  have  their  every  wrong  redressed. 

And  then  shall  scheming  scoundrels  know 
That  God  is  God,  and  right  is  right, 

Though  evil  flourish  for  a  time 
'Tis  only  good  has  lasting  might. 

Oh,  that  my  words  were  scorpion  stings 
That  I  might  smite  Oppression  black, 

As  when  the  Lord  with  small  cords  drove 
Defilers  of  his  Temple  back. 
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THE  IDEAL  PRISON  SYSTEM 

Forth  from  the  bosom  of  our  God 

Jerusalem  descends, 
In  crystal  floor  of  gold  refined 

True  love  with  wisdom  blends. 

Sun-like  divine  humanity 
Sheds  forth  his  rays  sublime, 

And  deep  within  each  human  heart 
Jehovah  hath  his  shrine. 

The  new  age  feels  the  coming  truth, 
The  dawn  is  drawing  near; 

The  wretched  prisoner  in  his  cell 
The  joyous  voice  shall  hear. 

Vengeance,  put  up  thy  wrathful  sword, 

Justice,  be  blind  no  more, 
Let  Mercy  do  her  perfect  work, 

The  man  in  him  restore. 

When  'mid  the  hills  of  Gallilee 

The  multitude  were  fed, 
The  fragments  all  were  saved  with  care, 

"Let  none  be  lost,"  He  said. 

Let  reformation  be  the  goal, 

The  spark  divine  educe; 
For  every  soul  He  doth  create 

The  Lord  hath  ever  use. 

In  vain  no  soul  doth  he  create, 

No  life  can  be  destroyed, 
No  fragment  of  humanity 

Is  rubbish  for  the  void. 

Train  him  in  body,  mind  and  soul, 

For  highest  social  use, 
Teach  him  that  labor's  hard  earned  crust 

Excels  vice  feast  profuse. 
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Whene'er  this  enters  heart  and  life, 

Vanish  the  prison  wall ; 
Once  more  among  his  fellow-men 

Emancipate  the  thrall. 

Perish  the  hangman's  horrid  art, 
Bare  not  the  back  for  blow, 

Remove  the  fetter  from  each  limb, 
Wipe  off  each  tear  of  woe. 

High  swells  among  the  angry  din 

The  diapason  tune: 
"Let  him  alone  who  sinless  is 

Cast  at  the  wretch  a  stone!" 

As  one  by  one  the  self  accused 

Steal  silently  away, 
Alone  in  presence  of  the  Lord 

Stands  one  that  went  astray. 

"Hath  none  condemned  thy  sinful  deed 
When  they  themselves  explore? 

Arise,  my  child,  go  forth  and  live, 
But  see  thou  sin  no  more." 
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O,  God,  Whose  ear    is  quick  to  catch 
The  feeblest  wail  of  human  woe, 

Incline  our  hearts  to  grant  the  prayer 
Of  this  appeal  from  Wong  Chin  Foo. 

Was  it  that  we  might  crush  God's  poor 
That  we  were  given  this  favored  land, 

And  through  the  ages  to  this  day, 
We're  guided  by  his  gracious  hand. 

Shall  it  go  forth  to  heathen  lands 
That  right  to  live  by  honest  toil 

Within  this  land  of  Christian  homes 
Shall  be  denied  on  freedom's  soil. 

Is  it  to  mockery  we  call 

America,  land  of  the  free, 
Asylum  of  the  world's  oppressed, 

The  sacred  home  of  liberty. 

If  as  a  nation  we  consent 

To  crush  these  strangers  at  our  gate, 
Be  sure  our  sin  wrill  find  us  out 

And  we  may  yet  repent  too  late. 

The  smoking  flax  will  He  not  quench, 
Nor  will  He  break  the  bruised  reed, 

And  woe,  unutterable  woe, 

To  those  who  justice  do  not  heed. 

He  who  doth  mark  the  sparrow's  fall, 
And  heareth  the  young  raven's  call, 

Shall  He  not  the  avenger  be 
Of  those  who  groan  'neath  tyranny  ? 

In  vain  was  fiery  furnace  burned 
If  we  have  not  this  lesson  learned, 

That  retribution  will  ensue 

For  every  wrong  deed  that  we  do. 

Then  let  us  swell  the  indignant  cry 
For  justice,  ere  the  day  go  by, 

Let  Chin  Foo  not  appeal  in  vain 
To  wipe  away  our  nation's  stain. 
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THANKSGIVING,  1891 

The  circling  year  brings  round  once  more 
The  day  of  stated  prayer  and  praise, 

And  at  the  bidding  of  our  chief 
In  thanks  to  God  our  hearts  we  raise. 

The  year  that's  numbered  with  the  past 
With  countless  blessings  has  been  crowned, 

And  while  abroad  grim  famine  stalks 
Our  seed  hath  fallen  on  fruitful  ground. 

Beneath  their  load  our  orchards  bend, 
Our  bursting  garners  feed  the  earth, 

Boundless  the  riches  of  our  mines, 
High  hope  sits  down  at  every  hearth. 

As  all  beside  with  drouth  was  parched 
But  dew  on  Gideon's  fleece  was  found, 

So  peace  on  us  doth  dove-like  brood 

While  elsewhere  war's  fierce,  cries  resound. 

For  all  these  blessings  of  the  year 

This  nation  offers  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  bounteous  giver  of  all  good, 

The  grateful  homage  of  the  free. 

God,  of  the  pilgrim  fathers  be 

The  God  of  their  succeeding  race, 

Shower  blessings  on  this  favored  land 
From  out  Thy  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

Let  gratitude  swell  every  breast 
And  rise  like  incense  sweet  to  heaven, 

To  Him  who  guides  our  nation's  course 
Be  blessing,  honor,  glory  given. 
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ODE 

On  the   Seventy-third  Anniversary  of  the  birth  of 
Rev.  O.  L.  Barler,  Feb.  1st.  1901 

Let  every  heart  beat  high  tonight, 

And  be  surcharged  with  mirth, 
We  hail  with  joy  the  auspicious  date, 

That  marks  thy  day  of  birth. 

Though  blossoms  of  the  almond  tree 

With  white  thy  brows  adorn, 
Time's  plowshare  hath  no  furrow  left, 

Thy  roses  have  no  thorn. 

Like  tree  that  by  the  flowing  streams 

Is  planted  by  the  Lord, 
Thy  fruit  is  sure,  thy  leaves  endure, 

Fed  from  his  opened  word. 

Thrice  happy  thou  in  thy  life's  choice, 

Thy  second  day  of  birth, 
A  gentle  sprite,  she  walks  with  thee, 

To  cheer  thy  path  on  earth. 

And   when   thou  hear'st  the   Master's   call, 

To  rise  to  realms  above, 
Still  by  her  side  shalt  thou  abide 

Ensphered  in  mutual  love. 

Like  branches  of  the  Olive  tree, 

Thy  children  gather  round, 
Though  vanished  one  from  mortal  sight 

The  lost  shall  yet  be  found. 

Thrice  blessed  be  the  happy  day 

That  reunites  us  all, 
The  day  that  lifts  from  mortal  eyes 

The  blinding  earthly  pall. 

How  happy  are  thy  closing  years — 

At  even  time  'tis  light — 
How  many  joyous  years  behind, 

The  future,  Oh,  how  bright! 
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How  firmly  rests  thy  soul  on  Him 
Who  doeth  all  things  well; 

His  opened  word  thy  chief  delight, 
Doth  every  doubt  dispel. 

How  poor  and  mean  the  gold  of  earth 

Compared  with  riches  true, 
To  thee  the  pearl  beyond  all  price 

Is  opened  up  to  view. 

May  length  of  happy  days  be  thine 

Safeguarded  by  our  love, 
Until  the  weary  eyelids  close 

To  ope  on  scenes  above. 
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IN  MEMORIAM  JOHN  S.  CARLYLE 

For  eleven  years  treasurer  of  Apollo  Council 
National  Union 

A  pillar  of  the  temple 

Hath  fallen  from  its  place, 
No  more  we'll  hear  his   cheery  voice, 

Nor  see  his  welcome  face. 

No  more  his  rugged  Scottish  tongue 

Will  argue  for  the  right, 
Finished  his  trust,  his  labors  o'er, 

He's  vanished  from  our  sight. 

The  Shepherd  of  the  souls  of  men 

Hath  called  in  tender  love, 
Well  done,  Carlyle,  come  higher,  son, 

And  dwell  with  me  above. 

And  so  beyond  our  mortal  ken 

Our  brother  passed  away, 
And  while  we  linger  here  in  shade, 

He  basks  in  endless  day. 

No  night  is  there,  no  sun  nor  moon, 

Nor  other  light  hath  place, 
The  golden  streets  and  Jasper  walls, 

Shine  from  the  Savior's  face. 

'Twas  but  the  casket  that  we  laid 

Beneath  the  churchyard  sod, 
The  precious  pearl  that  it  contained 

Is  safe  above  with  God. 

No  terror  to  the  upright  man 

Can  death's  approach  inspire, 
He  know  'tis  but  the  Master's  call 

To  rise  to  what  is  higher. 

May  one  and  all  so  follow  on 

That  we  may  meet  again ; 
An  upright  life  of  kindly  deeds 

Hath  not  been  lived  in  vain. 
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ON  THE  BURIAL  OF  WILLIAM 

TECUMSEH  SHERMAN, 

FEBRUARY,  1891 

Approach  his  bier  with  silent  tread, 
Lay  him  with  the  mighty  dead; 
Borne  to  rest  by  friend  and  foe, 
The  nation  mourns  the  cruel  blow. 
The  grave  his  cast  off  image  keeps, 
In  the  nation's  heart  he  sleeps ; 
Sleeps  where  rests  the  patriot  band 
From  Washington  to  Lincoln  grand. 
In  that  bright  galaxy  on  high 
The  man  of  silence  I  espy; 
Phil  Sheridan,  with  dauntless  mien, 
In  that  bright  company  is  seen; 
And  Thomas,  who  withstood  the  shock 
That  crowned  him  Chickamauga's  rock. 
Belated  Sherman  loud  they  hail, 
Their  voices  borne  upon  the  gale : 
"O  grizzled  warrior  stern  and  grim, 
With  ever  kindly  glow  within, 
That  like  perpetual  vestal  shrine 
With  fire  of  love  doth  brightly  shine, 
Welcome  in  foremost  ranks  to  stand 
Thou  last  of  our  great  warrior  band." 
The  vision  fades,  the  voices  cease, 
The  echoes  faint  and  fainter  grow, 
The  hero  from  our  mortal  ken 
Evanishes  with  deathless  glow. 
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FROM  ATLANTA  TO  THE  SEA 

As  long  as  Unionism  holds 

Its  central  part  within  the  heart, 

America  shall  never  lack 

For  men  to  act  the  Sherman  part. 

As  long  as  heroism  thrills, 

As  long  as  men  love  duty  done, 

So  long  shall  Sherman's  seaward  march 

Be  theme  for  story  and  for  song. 

And  should  again  sedition 

Its  hideous  head  upraise, 

Some  soul  inspired  by  Sherman's  deeds 

Shall  set  our  hearts  ablaze. 

Should  e'er  such  crisis  come  again, 
And  the  fiery  furnace  glow, 
May  God  raise  up  such  patriot  soul, 
And  ward  the  fatal  blow. 

And  bring  again  around  our  hearth 
The  blessed  reign  of  peace, 
When  the  armor  rusts  upon  the  wall, 
And  the  warrior  takes  his  ease. 

When  o'er  the  stormy  waves  a  calm 
Sets  in  from  the  Savior's  tread, 
And  all  that  troubled  our  nation's  peace 
Is  numbered  with  the  dead. 

May  God  preserve  this  Union, 

And  its  domain  extend, 

Till  our  glorious  flag  floats  a  hundred  stars, 

A  dominion  without  end. 
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IN  MEMORIAM,  JOHN  B.  FINCH 

Servant  of  God,  well  done! 

Thy  race,  though  early  run, 

Hath  not  been  run  in  vain; 

Thy  voice  shall  set  on  fire 

The  heart  of  Heaven's  own  choir, 

To  aid  Humanity  Divine, 

In  compassing  his  task  sublime, 

To  rescue  every  fallen  soul, 

To  make  the  broken  spirit  whole; 

To  rend  the  chains  from  passion's  slaves ; 

To  save  mankind  from  drunkard's  graves. 

No  rest  will  thy  high  spirit  know 

Until  there  rests  not  here  below, 

A  single  soul  by  rum  enthralled, 

But  all  in  Christ's  wide  fold  installed. 

Thy  burning  words  shall  thunder  on 

Until  this  modern  Babylon 

That  so  enchains  the  souls  of  men, 

Shall  never  raise  its  head  again. 

Like  Lucifer  its  fall  shall  be, 

Nor  rise  to  all  eternity. 

The  saints  shall  shout  with  one  acclaim 

"All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name!" 

The  world's  long  sore  hath  now  been  healed, 

Another  hell  forever  sealed. 

Let  us  who  linger  here  on  earth 

Draw  inspiration  from  thy  worth ; 

Strike  stalwart  blows  for  truth  and  right, 

To  those  in  darkness  send  the  light ; 

Till  we,  too,  hear  the  Master's  voice, 

To  be  with  Him  and  aye  rejoice. 
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ODE  TO  CANADA 

Swift  as  the  lightning's  vivd  beam 
Flashes  from  east  to  west, 

So  runs  the  thrill  of  brotherhood 
In  each  Canadian  breast. 

Instinctive  as  the  needle's  flight 

To  its  magnetic  pole, 
So  runs  each  true  Candian  heart 

As  to  its  destined  goal. 

As  graven  on  each  exiled  palm 

The  name  of  Zion  shone, 
So  deep  enshrined  in  ev'ry  heart 

Is  Canada's  proud  throne. 

Where'er  the  honor  of  our  land 
Is  touched  by  foreign  foe 

There  leaps  to  life  a  fervid  flame, 
A  patriotic  glow. 

From  ocean  shore  to  ocean  shore 
Her  wide  domain  extends, 

From  inland  sea  to  frozen  pole 
Her  kingdom  never  ends. 

The  wave  that  fret's  Atlantic  coast, 

That  laves  Pacific  shore, 
The  iceberg  in  the  Arctic  seas, 

Her  scepter  floateth  o'er. 
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Her  deep  soil,  tickled  by  the  hoe, 
Shall  laugh  with  harvest  mirth, 

Her  boundless  prairies  yet  shall  fill 
The  garners  of  the  earth. 

Hurrah,  hurrah  for  Canada, 

The  young,  the  free,  the  brave, 
In  all  her  grand  dominion 

Her  flag  floats  o'er  no  slave. 

O  God  of  nations,  be  the  guide 

To  lead  our  nation  on, 
Should  North  and  South  as  kindred  drops 

Be  mingled  into  one; 

Or  linked  with  adamantine  bond 

With  noble  motherland ; 
Or  as  youngest  among  nations 

We  independent  stand. 

May  Canada's  glad  mission  be 

To  aid  the  coming  dawn, 
When  like  an  overflowing  sea 

The  gospel  tide  flows  on, 

And  man  to  man  a  brother  is, 

And  nations  disappear 
And  all  are  one  in  Christ's  wide  fold, 

Love  banishing  all  fear. 
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SCOTIA'S  TRIBUTE  TO  WALES 

When  captive  Judah  by  the  streams 

Of   Babel   sat  and   wept, 
All  pulseless  was  the  hand,  and  cold, 

That  o'er  her  heartstrings  swept. 

Tamely  the  dove  may  prisoned  live, 

And  love  its  gilded  cage, 
The  captive  eagle  rends  the  chain, 

Or  pines  with  sullen  rage. 

But,  Cymru,  from  thy  thousand  vales 

Rise  heart-throbs  of  the  free, 
The  echoes  of  thy  thousand  harps 

Sacred  to  liberty. 

When  fiercely  surged  the  Roman  wave 

Against  the  world  arrayed, 
From  Cymru's  mountain  pealed  the  cry, 

"Let  Rome's  proud  wave  be  stayed." 

And  backward  rolled  the  crested  wave 

Before  the  mountain  tide, 
Till  safe  behind  grim  Chester's  walls 

The  Roman  eagles  hide. 

From  age  to  age  the  conflict  rolled 
Thy  vales  and  crags  among, 

Saxon  and  Dane  and  Norman  foe 
All  found  thy  sons  too  strong. 

But  since  on  Bosworth's  bloody  field 
Was  Cymru  Tudor  crowned, 

Peace,  like  the  gentle  dove,  a  nest 
In  cannon  mouth  hath  found. 

Now  hand  to  hand  and  heart  to  heart, 
English  and  Welshmen  stand, 

Their  only  strife  how  best  to  do 
For  common  motherland. 
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And  blood-cemented  be  the  tie 
That  binds  each  British  heart, 

The  blood  of  One  who  die,  that  we 
From  Him  might  never  part. 

And  let  us  humbly  thank  our  God 
Our  fathers  aye  were  free, 

And  in  the  dawning  age  of  peace 
We  all  as  brothers  be. 


THE  GAEL 

The  Gael  of  old  firm  rooted  stood, 
Like  oak,  grey  monarch  of  the  wood ; 
Not  Roman  arms,  nor  Saxon  might, 
Not  Viking  bold,  nor  Norman  Knight, 
Prevailed  to  drive  him  from  his  land, 
Forever  kept  by  strong  right  hand. 
From  age  to  age  the  plow  has  manned, 
With  dagger  and  claymore  at  hand. 
Though  harassed  sore  by  powerful  foes, 
Though  mountain  high  the  billows  rose, 
Though  man  and  nature  'gainst  him  fought, 
His  heart  still  clung  to  one  dear  spot. 
Though  scanty  food  his  glen  supplied, 
For  home  he  lived,  for  home  he  died, 
But  when  at  length  a  truce  was  gained, 
And  peace  with  honor  was  sustained, 
In  Britain's  aid  the  clansmen  rushed 
And  when  the  bravest  voice  was  hushed, 
Their  pibroch  notes  high  swelling  pealed, 
And  Britain's  proudest  foes  have  reeled ; 
Before  that  hurricane  of  steel 
The  boldest  breast  was  forced  to  kneel, 
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The  astonished  world  beheld  new  might, 

And  Albion's  sun  rose  clear  and  bright, 

On  Alma's  heights  that  thin  red  line 

Made  Russia's  massive  columns  pine ; 

The  coming  Campbells  brought  relief 

Ere  Lucknow's  few  had  come  to  grief ; 

On  Abysinnia's  rugged  steeps 

Their  fallen  foes  were  piled  in  heaps ; 

Their  pipes'  shrill  strains  have  cheered  the  ranks 

To  scale  St.  Lawrence  frowning  banks, 

To  storm  the  blood-red  hills  of  Spain, 

And  fields  like  Waterloo  to  gain ; 

Like  errant  knights  their  course  hath  been, 

No  nobler  knights  the  world  hath  seen, 

But  since  the  age  hath  wiser  grown, 

And  Christ  the  seed  of  peace  hath  sown, 

To  nobler  contests  let  us  move, 

To  victories  of  fraternal  love; 

Our  carnal  weapons  lay  aside, 

No  more  with  blood  let  them  be  dyed. 

Let  Gael  and  Sassenach  agree 

In  loving  rivalry  to  be, 

And  let  the  memory  of  the  past 

Serve  but  to  bind  with  friendship  fast. 
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WE'RE  COMING  BROTHER 
JONATHAN 

What  noise  is  that  which  rises 

Like  thunder  on  the  gale? 
Tis  the  shout  of  British  freemen 

That  will  make  the  traitors  quail ! 
What  is  that  sound  on-rushing 

Like  the  Bison's  trampling  horde? 
Tis  the  throb  of  many  marching  feet 

In  freedom's  just  accord ; 

The  onward  march  of  progress, 

The  tread  of  British  feet, 
Which  on  the  path  of  duty 

Have  never  known  retreat. 
Hark!   I  seem  to  hear  the  hum 

Of  a  myriad  voices  strong, 
And  clear  above  the  swelling  tide 

I  hear  their  lusty  song. 

We're  coming,  Brother  Jonathan, 

Full  half  a  million  strong, 
To  reinforce  your  voting  power, 

And  help  the  right  along ; 
To  guard  the  glorious  heritage 

Bequeathed  you  by  your  sires, 
To  crush  the  angry  viper's  brood, 

And  put  out  treason's  fires. 

We're  coming,  Brother  Jonathan, 

To  help  you  to  restore 
Your  glorious  founder's  policy, 

As  in  the  days  of  yore; 
To  live  in  peace  and  amity 

With  all  the  tribes  of  earth, 
And  put  forth  every  energy 

For  the  country  of  your  birth. 

From  Merrie  England's  plains  we  come, 
From  Scotland's  heathery  moors. 

From  Wales'  high  rugged  mountains, 
From  Erin's  verdant  bowers; 
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As  clansmen  of  the  isles  we  come 

O'er  waters  wild  and  cruel, 
From  Canada's  broad  lakes  and  streams, 

Britannia's  brightest  jewel. 

And  though  in  our  inmost  being, 

As  within  our  holiest  shrine, 
Our  love  of  native  country 

Shall  never  cease  to  shine; 
With  equal  love  and  ardor 

Shall  we  hold  our  New  World  home, 
And  no  native  born  sovereign 

Shall  sit  on  prouder  throne. 

The  bulwark  of  our  liberty, 

The  ark  of  freedom's  rule, 
The  cradle  of  the  coming  Christ, 

Rests  on  our  public  school. 
From  it  shall  rise  salvation 

With  healing  on  its  wings, 
For  it  with  glad  hosannas 

Our  British  ballot  rings. 

We're  coming,  Brother  Jonathan, 

To  keep  this  bulwark  firm, 
No  sacrilegious  foreigner 

Shall  dare  to  do  it  harm. 
Like  lightning's  fateful  stroke 

Our  ballots  shall  strike  down 
The  hand  of  him  who'd  sunder 

America's  fair  crown. 
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THE  HIGHLAND  ASSOCIATION 

On  occasion  of  nominating  A.  Gordon  Murray  for 
Chief  of  the  Highland  Association  of  Illinois 

My  Hielant  freens  I  greet  ye  all, 

And  come  as  your  ex-seneschal, 

To  tell  you  frankly  hoo  I  feel 

Toward  that  energetic  chiel, 

Wha's  set  us  onward  in  a  hurry, 

And  wha  is  he  but  oor  Chief  Murray. 

He  has  his  fauts,  and  he  who's  nane 

Is  preeviledged  to  cast  a  stane. 

From  oor  beginnin'  until  noo 

He's  been  oor  champion  through  and  through; 

His  busy  brain's  been  ne'er  at  rest 

To  prove  the  Hielant  laddies  best; 

And  never  on  a  festal  day 

Has  Gordon's  plume  not  led  the  fray ; 

No  chief  of  old,  no  belted  knight 

Gave  freer  sacrifice  of  might 

Than  has  our  modern  Roderick  Dhu 

Been  ready  aye  to  give  to  you. 

And  wha  to  honor  our  grand  bard 

Would  gie  his  time  and  work  so  hard  ? 

The  great  World's  Fair  is  near  at  hand, 

And  wha  can  lead  our  gallant  band 

To  victory  on  a  foreign  strand 

Like  him  that's  led  us  in  the  past? 

Let's  bind  him  to  us  hard  and  fast ; 

Let  all  unite  with  one  acclaim 

To  hail  him  as  oor  chief  again, 

And  when  he's  brought  us  through  the  Fair, 

Some  ither  chief  can  tak'  the  chair. 
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ODE  TO  ROBERT  BURNS 

From  him  who  strayed  by  Bonnie  Doon, 
And  lingered  by  the  banks  of  Ayr, 

So  runs  the  current  of  our  love 
Wi'  deepening  channel  evermair. 

Each  heathery  moor,  each  darksome  glen, 
Each  mountain  tarn,  each  wimpling  burn, 

Become  auld  Scotia's  sacred  shrine, 
If  thitherward  his  footsteps  turn. 

The  simple  doric  of  his  strains 
Awakes  the  dormant  love  of  good, 

As  on  a  harp  of  thousand  strings 
He  plays  upon  our  every  mood. 

What  though  f rae  Holy  Willie's  face 

He  tore  the  mask  o'  unco  good, 
For  a'  that  makes  a  man  a  man, 

A  wall  of  living  fire  he  stood. 

Naught  was  too  humble  for  his  theme, 
Frae  Tarn  o'  Shanter's  tailless  mare, 

To  ruined  nest  o'  timerous  mouse, 
Or  modest  daisy  'neath  his  share. 

When  in  the  saint-like  cotter's  home 

His  muse  could  rise  from  earth  to  heaven, 
And  like  a  kindred  star  ascend 

The  soul  from  Highland  Mary's  riven. 

The  harp  that  here  below  was  tuned 
To  please  a  fellow  peasant's  ear, 

By  living  streams  of  Paradise, 
His  fellow  angels  pause  to  hear. 

As  long  as  "Scots  wha'  hae"  shall  thrill 
The  hot  blood  in  our  Scottish  veins, 

So  long  shall  Scotland's  sons  be  free, 
Or  welcome  death  to  servile  chains. 

Though  countless  be  the  invading  host, 
'Twould  mak'  each  Scotsman  do  or  dee, 

Each  battle  plain  a  Bannockburn, 
Each  mountain  pass  Thermopylae. 
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And  not  to  Scotland's  sons  alone 
Is  our  immortal  bard  confined, 

His  genius  bursts  such  narrow  bounds 
And  sheds  its  rays  on  all  mankind. 

When  Washington  at  Valley  Forge 
Led  Freedom's  host  with  bleeding  feet, 

The  pulses  of  our  bard's  great  heart, 
In  unison  with  Freedom  beat. 

Drawn  from  his  Bible  and  his  Burns 
Was  that  which  fired  our  Lincoln's  soul 

To  rise  from  penury  to  power 
That  he  might  act  the  deathless  role. 

Let  other  nations  seal  their  dead 

In  pyramids  or  storied  urns; 
Enshrined  within  his  heart  of  hearts 

Is  Scotland's  peasant  poet  Burns. 
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CHICAGO'S    SCOTTISH    ASSEMBLY 

To  be  the  Scotch  Assembly's  poet  laureate, 

To  have  my  brows  bound  round  with  laurels  aureate, 

'Twere  quite  enough  to  bring  the  blushes  red 

The  while  I  strike  the  stars  with  lofty  head. 

The  Scotch  Assembly,  that's  where  we  foregather 

In  rain  or  shine,  we  never  mind  the  weather. 

When  on  our  leading  members  I  reflect, 

There  straight  arises  feelings  of  respect. 

First  comes  our  President,  stalwart,  gaucy  chiel, 

Who's  no'  afraid  o'  bogey  man  nor  deil. 

He's  just  a  muckle  engine,  run  by  steam, 

And  in  oor  eyes  no  mote,  but  walking  beam. 

And  he  has  aye  a  very  winning  way — 

At  least,  that's  what  the  ladies  always  say, 

But  time  forbids,  and  I  maun  onward  hurray, 

E'en  though  the  theme  is  oor  ain  Gordon  Murray. 

Noo,  ladies,  I'll  be  confidential, 
And  name  a  vice-chief  wha's  substantial. 
Where  can  you  find  a  man  that's  nicer 
Than  oor  ain  Gallant  Colonel  Spicer? 
Like  Patrick  Henry  can  he  flame 
When  "throttling  free  speech"  is  the  game ; 
Though  ready  aye  to  tak'  your  life, 
'Tis  but  to  insure  your  weans  and  wife. 

Then  comes  magnetic  Doctor  Brydon, 

No  better  man  can  be  relied  on ; 

With  heart  aflame  and  tongue  afire, 

Woe  worth  the  wight  that  feels  his  ire. 

But  soon  his  hot  box  fades  away 

And  a'  is  peacefu'  as  a  simmer's  day, 

And  were  his  heart  backed  up  by  ample  purse 

Chill  penury  would  cease  to  be  a  curse. 

In  Dr.  Bates,  with  ponderous  mien ; 
Our  heavy-weight  in  brain  is  seen ; 
With  single  thought  his  bosom  yearns, 
To  erect  a  hospital  to  Burns ; 
And  never  will  his  hand  be  stayed 
Till  joyfully  the  capstone's  laid. 
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Then  Goudie,  often  have  we  hung 
On  accents  from  his  silvery  tongue, 
Though  cased  in  body  frail  and  small, 
In  eloquence  he  capp'st  them  all. 

But  'twere  long  to  tell  the  virtues  o'  us  a', 
So  I'll  conclude  before  "Stop  stop  you  ca', 
And  at  some  more  convenient  season 
I'll  sing  the  rest,  mayhap  wi'  rhyme  and  reason. 


THE  MERRY  FRANKFURTER 

The  Reichstag  voted  out  our  sides, 

Our  bacon  and  our  ham, 
Because  they  were  with  borax  cured ; 

"All  right,"  says  Uncle  Sam. 

"Out  with  the  merry  frankfurter, 
So  toothsome,  yet  so  tough, 

I'll  stop  them  at  the  custom  house, 
There's  borax  in  the  stuff." 

"Even  if  the  worst  comes  to  the  wurst, 
And  the  wurst  be  of  the  best, 

I'll  not  allow  a  Wiener  wurst 
My  people  to  molest." 

"Let  Germany  bewail  her  fate, 

For  neither  love  nor  gold 
Can  lift  the  bars  against  her  wurst: 

We'll  knock  her  'redhots'  cold." 
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THE  MAN-MADE  FEAST 

Or  How  Ricardus  Filled  the  Breach. 

Come  all  ye  New  Jerusalemites 

And  listen  to  my  song, 
I  pledge  to  you  my  solemn  word, 

T'will  not  be  very  long. 

T'was  on  a  Sunday  evening, 
The  pastor's  work  was  done, 

And  he  was  sitting  in  the  chair 
Wearing  a  wreath  well  won. 

Encircling  Pastor  Schrechius 
The  members  gathered  round, 

If  a  way  to  wake  the  parish  up 
By  some  means  could  be  found. 

First  one  and  then  another  spoke 

Till  everything  was  blue, 
And  still  the  wonder  was  to  all 

That  nothing  came  to  view. 

But  when  despair  had  settled  down 
Like  mist  on  mountain  top, 

A  voice  rang  out  in  clarion  tones 
To  one  and  all  to  stop. 

'T  was  the  voice  of  bold  Ricardus, 

A  Barler  proud  was  he, 
"What  man  will  stand  at  my  right  hand 

And  fill  the  breach  with  me  ?" 

Then  outspake  Mathesonius, 
A  Scotchman  old  was  he, 

"Hoot  mon,  I'll  stan'  at  thy  richt  han' 
And  haud  the  breach  wi'  thee?" 

Then  forward  strode  Jesperius, 
A  true  born  Cobb  was  he, 

"Fear  not,  my  friend  Ricardus, 
At  thy  left  hand  I'll  be." 

46 


REFLECTIONS 

T'were  long  to  tell  of  how  each  man 
Vowed  well  to  do  his  share, 

Headsten,  Bergman,  Nordenscheeld 
Joined  hands  with  fair  Romare. 

So  pledged  the  brethren  one  and  all 
That  they  would  the  ladies  show 

How  they  could  without  their  help 
Cook,  stew  and  knead  the  dough. 

A  ham  they  plunged  into  the  pot, 

They  roasted  it  as  well, 
When  it  was  stuck  around  with  cloves, 

With  pride  their  bosoms  swell. 

Chief  Hawkinson  went  out  to  fish, 

And  with  a  silver  hook, 
A  bargain  lot  of  rolls  and  pies 

He  caught  by  hook  or  crook. 

Bensonius,  patriarch  of  the  flock, 

An  errand  boy  would  be, 
But  helped  by  Mathesonius, 

The  water  cold,  boiled  he. 

Nils  Bergman  gave  one  cold  stern  glance 

Upon  the  liquid  cream, 
It  froze  into  a  solid  mass, 

Now  wasn't  that  a  scheme? 

The  night  has  come,  the  feast  is  set, 
May'st  hear  the  merry  din, 

Now  ladies  have  the  men  made  good  ? 
Do  we  the  laurels  win? 

Was  bold  Ricardus  brave  or  rash 
When  the  mighty  vow  he  took 

That  man  no  more  would  be  despised 
As  not  even  fit  to  cook  ? 

When  next  the  ladies  try  their  hand 

At  setting  up  a  spread, 
May  they  no  longer  class  us  men 

As  numbered  with  the  dead. 

47 


REFLECTIONS 


THE  TWO  BIRDS 

The  turkey  that  you  sent  me 

Was  juicy,  fat  and  rare, 
But  now  its  every  bone  well  picked, 

Tis  but  a  framework  bare. 

Yet  still  upon  the  palate 

The  flavor  lingers  long, 
And  I  feel  both  fowl  and  donor 

Should  be  embalmed  in  song. 

To  put  the  case  quite  tersely 

And  sum  it  in  a  word, 
I  honor  gift  and  giver, 

One  was,  one  is — a  bird. 
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BEHOLD  THE  RED  CROSS  BANNER 
WAVES 

Behold  the  Red  Cross  banner  waves 

As  in  the  days  of  yore, 
Where  honor  binds  or  duty  calls, 

That  ensign's  at  the  fore ! 
Unfurl  its  colors  to  the  breeze 

And  let  the  watchword  be — 
The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  on  our  side, 

The  captives  shall  go  free! 


But  not  as  in  the  olden  time 

Need  we  Damascus  blade, 
The  spear  is  now  a  pruning  hook, 

The  warrior's  brand  a  spade. 
No  earthly  spear  can  pierce  our  foe, 

No  earthly  sword  so  keen, 
No  shield  can  ward  the  fiery  dart 

That's  hurled  by  foes  unseen. 


Look  up,  look  up,  behold  the  hosts 

That  marshal  at  our  side ; 
When  all  too  weak  the  arm  of  flesh 

They  turn  the  battle's  tide; 
And  ever  near  us  though  unseen, 

They  ceaselessly  deploy — 
For  God  hath  given  his  angels  charge, 

That  naught  should  us  annoy. 


What  nobler  purpose  can  we  set 

Before  our  hearts  to  do, 
Than  spread  the  blessings  far  and  wide 

The  Red  Cross  brings  to  view? 
Wisdom  and  love  she  sweetly  blends 

In  harmony  sublime, 
The  benefits  that  she  bestows 

Defy  the  scythe  of  Time. 
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Then  let  us  all,  with  heart  and  voice 

Her  virtues  loud  proclaim, 
Till  all  the  land,  from  sea  to  sea 

Hath  learned  to  love  her  name. 
Fling  to  the  breeze  each  fold  of  the  flag 

That  boasts  the  Red  Cross  as  its  name 
Whether  victors  we  live,  or  fall  on  the  field, 

We  shall  live  or  shall  die  without  blame. 


LINES  ON  A  GOLDEN  WEDDING 

If  there's  a  scene  of  heavenly  bliss 

Where  angels  hover  near, 
'Tis  when  the  Golden  Marriage  vows 

Are  hailed  with  festive  cheer. 

'Tis  then  that  heaven  to  earth  descends, 

Foretaste  of  endless  joy 
That  God  prepares  for  faithful  souls 

Where  nothing  can  annoy. 

Before  the  world  once  more  renewed 
The  vows  of  the  happy  twain, 

The  fifty  years  that  have  passed  since  then 
Are  linked  with  a  golden  chain. 

As  hand  in  hand  you  joyous  stand ! 

And  pledge  your  love  for  aye 
I  wish  you  from  my  inmost  heart 

An  ever  brightening  day. 

May  length  of  happy  days  be  yours 

Safeguarded  by  our  love 
Until  the  weary  eyelids  close 

To  ope  on  scenes  above. 

May  richest  blessings  on  your  head 

Be  poured  in  countless  flow 
And  may  the  fire  of  love  that  burns 

Ne'er  lose  its  brilliant  glow. 
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THE  BLOODLESS   SPORTSMAN 

I  go  a  gunning  but  take  no  gun, 

I  fish  without  a  pole, 
And  I  bag  good  game,  and  catch  such  fish 

As  suits  a  sportsman's  soul. 

I 

For  the  chiefest  game  that  the  forest  holds, 

And  the  best  fish  of  the  brook, 
Are  never  brought  down  by  a  rifle  shot, 

And  are  never  caught  with  a  hook. 

I  bob  for  fish  by  the  forest  brook, 

I  hunt  for  game  in  the  trees, 
For  bigger  birds  that  wing  the  air, 

For  fish  that  swim  the  seas. 

A  rodless  Walton  of  the  brooks, 

A  bloodless  sportsman  I ; 
I  hunt  for  the  thoughts  that  throng  the  woods, 

The  dreams  that  haunt  the  sky. 

The  woods  are  made  for  the  hunters, 

The  brooks  for  the  fishers  of  song ; 
For  the  hunters  that  hunt  for  the  gunless  game 

The  streams  and  the  woods  belong. 

There  thoughts  that  roam  from  the  soul  of  the  pine, 
And  the  thoughts  in  a  flower  bell  curled, 

And  the  thoughts  that  are  blown  with  the  scent  of  the 

fern 
Are  as  new,  and  as  old  as  the  world. 

So  away!  for  the  hunt  in  the  fern-scented  woods 

Till  the  going  down  of  the  sun; 
There  is  plenty  of  game  still  left  in  the  woods 

For  the  hunter  that  has  no  gun. 

So  away !  for  the  fish  by  the  moss-bordered  brook 

That  flows  through  the  velvety  sod ; 
There  are  plenty  of  fish  still  left  in  the  stream 

For  the  angler  who  has  no  rod. 
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"THE  THINKER" 

Back  of  the  beating  hammer 

By  which  the  steel  is  wrought, 
Back  of  the  workshop's  clamor 

The  seeker  may  find  the  Thought, 
The  thought  that  is  ever  Master 

Of  iron  and  steam  and  steel, 
That  rises  above  disaster 

And  tramples  it  under  heel. 

i 
The  drudge  may  fret  and  tinker 

Or  labor  with  lusty  blows, 
But  back  of  him  stands  the  Thinker, 

The  clear-eyed  man  who  knows; 
For  into  each  plow  or  saber, 

Each  piece  and  part  and  whole, 
Must  go  the  brains  of  labor, 

Which  gives  the  work  a  soul. 

Back  of  the  motor's  humming, 

Back  of  the  bells  that  sing, 
Back  of  the  hammer's  drumming, 

Back  of  the  cranes  that  swing, 
There  is  the  Eye  which  scans  them, 

Watching  through  stress  and  strain, 
There  is  the  Mind  which  plans  them — 

Back  of  the  brawn,  the  Brain. 

Might  of  the  roaring  boiler, 

Force  of  the  engine's  thrust. 
Strength  of  the  sweating  toiler, 

Greatly  in  these  we  trust. 
But  back  of  them  stands  the  schemer, 

The  Thinker  who  drives  things  through, 
Back  of  the  job — the  Dreamer, 

Who's  making  the  dream  come  true. 

— American  Machinist. 

"While  the  above  is  beautifully  and  forcefully  writ- 
ten, to  a  New  Churchman  it  stops  short  of  the  real 
truth,  resting  in  apparent  truth  in  the  region  of  the 
fallacies  of  the  senses.  It  leaves  the  thinker  in  a  halo 
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of  glory,  as  if  thought  were  self -derived,  when  the 
real  truth  is  that  man  is  but  a  recipient  of  life.  Act- 
uated by  this  thought,  I  have  ventured  to  add  a  few 
lines  to  the  poem  to  carry  it  upward — or,  better, 
inward — to  the  real  origin  of  the  thinker's  power,  as 
follows:" 

But  back  of  every  thinker 

With  influx  that  ceaseth  not, 
Stands  the  omnipotent  Thinker, 

Inspiring  his  every  thought. 

Apart  from  this  limitless  fountain 
Of  wisdom  evolved  from  love, 

Not  the  faintest  motion  of  thought 
Could  enter  the  mind  from  above. 

Then  render  to  God  all  the  glory, 
Be  it  labor  of  brawn  or  of  brain, 

And  know  that  without  the  Grand  Builder 
The  builders  build  ever  in  vain. 

And  blessing  and  glory  and  wisdom, 
Thanksgiving  and  honor  and  might 

Be  unto  our  God  forever, 
Who  giveth  each  thinker  his  light. 
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JOHN  ANDERSON  MY  JO. 

In  the  New  Church  Messenger,  Mr.  Matheson  pub- 
lished an  article  on  "Burns  Revised  Up  To  Date,"  in 
which  he  quoted  Robert  Burns'  poem,  "John  Anderson 
My  Jo,"  suggesting  that  the  poem  did  not  finish  the 
story  when  it  left  the  aged  lovers  sleeping  at  the  foot 
of  life's  hill,  and  he  took  the  liberty  of  adding  his 
own  thought  on  the  future  life. 

The  poem  follows,  with  the  additional  stanza  written 
by  Mr.  Matheson. 

JOHN  ANDERSON,  MY  JO. 
BY  ROBERT  BURNS. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquent, 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 

Your  bonny  brow  was  brent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  beld,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw ; 
But  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  thegither; 
And  monie  a  canty  day,  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  anither. 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 

But  hand  in  hand  we'll  go, 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 

BY  ROBERT  MATHESON. 
John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John, 

We'll  rise  again  in  bliss ; 
And  in  the  paradise  o'  God 

I'll  greet  ye  wi  a  kiss. 
There  in  the  bloom  o'  youth,  John, 

'Mid  Love's  undying  glow, 
Forever  and  a  day  we'll  'bide, 

John  Anderson,  my  jo. 
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ROBERT  MATHESON 
Born  June  30,  1835 ;  Died  November  26,  1917. 


The  life  of  the  Lord's  New  Church  upon  the  earth  is  in  the 
men  and  women  of  the  Church. 

Robert  Matheson  was  one  of  the  strong  men  of  a  strong 
age.  He  came  into  the  Church  when  it  required  independ- 
ence of  thought,  appreciation  of  ideals,  and  a  burning  zeal 
for  truth,  to  lead  a  man  from  the  old  theology  into  the  new. 
All  these  qualities  Mr.  Matheson  had.  But  more  than  all 
these,  he  had  an  ardent  love  for  his  fellow-man,  a  certain 
sweetness  in  his  thought  concerning  the  men  and  women  of 
this  world  that  illuminated  all  his  relations  with  them. 

He  not  only  loved  the  Church,  but  in  a  very  real  sense  he 
lived  the  Church,  and  desired  that  all  with  whom  he  came 
in  contact  should  share  its  light. 

The  truths  revealed  through  Swedenborg  were  not  a  mere 
abstraction  to  him,  and  the  memory  of  him  can  never  be  an 
abstraction  to  us.  He  continues  a  vivid,  living  presence  in 
our  activities. 

In  grateful  appreciation  of  his  faithful  service,  the  Chicago 
Society  of  the  New  Church  places  upon  its  record  this 
testimony. 


ROBERT  MATHESON 
Died  in  Chicago,  November  26,  1917 


Adopted  by  the  Sheridan  Road  Parish  of  the  Chicago  Society 
of  the  New  Church 


Since  the  last  meeting  of  this  Parish  our  beloved  President, 
Robert  Matheson,  has  passed  into  the  spiritual  world. 

Born  in  Kirkcaldy,  Scotland,  in  1835,  educated  in  Simcoe 
(Canada)  grammar  school  and  Toronto  University;  teacher 
for  a  time  in  Berlin  and  Napanee;  editor  of  Canadian  weekly 
and  daily  newspapers  until  1882,  Mr.  Matheson  came  to 
Chicago  with  his  family  in  that  year.  The  move  was  greatly 
influenced  by  his  desire  to  attend  the  services  of  the  New 
Church,  the  doctrines  of  which  he  had  been  reading  for 
several  years. 

After  this  he  was  for  many  years  in  journalistic  work  in 
Chicago,  writing  with  a  ready  pen  and  in  a  wide  field.  A 
student  in  many  subjects,  Mr.  Matheson  was  most  profoundly 
a  student  of  Swedenborg,  and  his  contributions  to  the 
Messenger,  under  "Brief  Comment,"  will  be  remembered  by 
many  readers. 

From  the  day  he  embraced  the  truths  of  our  church,  Mr. 
Matheson  was  most  enthusiastic  in  doing  everything  he  could 
to  lead  others  to  the  same  fountain,  and  was  never  happier 
than  when  discussing  and  expounding  the  writings.  Many 
persons  both  within  and  without  the  church  owe  their  first 
knowledge  of  Swedenborg  to  him. 

In  all  the  activities  of  the  church  bodies,  in  parish,  society, 
association  and  convention,  his  interest  was  unfailing,  and  his 
faithful  attendance  at  the  meetings  was  an  inspiration  to 
those  with  whom  he  associated. 

In  this,  his  home  church,  his  memory  will  long  be  with  us 
as  that  of  a  dear  friend  and  fellow-laborer  in  the  Lord's 
field. 
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